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Golden light. Warmth. 


Blue eyes opened, and contentedness filled them as their owner recalled his surroundings. He made a sleepy 
sound, stretched, and turned onto his other side so he could throw an arm over his companion 


His companion turned out to only be a rumpled duvet. He patted it a few times, confused why the fabric felt 
cool beneath his hand. His eyes focused, and though his vision was a little blurry without his glasses, it was 
clear his lover was not beside him. 


Bastian sat up, swung his legs over the side of the bed, and put on his wire-rimmed glasses. He stood, the old 
wooden floorboards cool beneath his bare feet. 


The scent of coffee brewing met his nose as he exited the bedroom into the living area. He saw his silver- 
haired boyfriend pouring two mugs full of coffee as he approached. He was dressed still in only his boxer 
briefs, what he usually wore to bed. As the man was facing away from him, Bastian greeted him with a hug 


from behind. 


"Good morning, min elskede," he said, kissing the Frenchman on his bearded cheek. 


"Mm, good morning, mon ange," Sylvain replied, wrapping his arms around Bastian's. Bastian nuzzled their faces 


together. 


"Smells good. Merci" he said, kissing him a few more times. Sylvain smelled of clean aftershave; he must've 


been up for a little while before his boyfriend woke. 
"De rien" he replied. "But breakfast is up to you, unless - " 


"Yes, yes, unless | want cereal or some Pop Tarts. Sheesh, why am | dating a French guy when | reap no 


culinary benefits from it?" Bastian quipped, squeezing his lover in his arms. The older one giggled. 
| was going to bring it to you in bed, but you'd already awoken," he said of the coffee. 


"Really? Because | came here to complain to you, actually," Bastian told him, leaning forward and pressing his 


lover against the kitchen counter. 

"Complain?" the Frenchman repeated, caressing Bastian's arms. "About what?" 

"I didn't get my morning sex," he pouted, and Sylvain laughed. 

"Mon ange," he said, nodding at the clock on the nearby stove, "it is still morning yet” 

"Mm, but | like when we're just waking up, and you're so horny and needy that you just push night in" 

"Oh?" 

Bastian grinned to himself, knowing he was about to get what he wanted from the tone of Sylvain's voice. It 
was easy to get the gears turning with the older man, and he pushed off the counter in order to spin the 
both of them around. Suddenly Bastian found himself braced against the kitchen sink, the window above of 
which overlooked the quaint French countryside. IT was a sunny day outside, and he admired the view with a 
pleased smile, feeling Sylvain remove his boxer briefs and begin to prepare him. 

"So fucking tight," the older one muttered, working a wet finger inside. Bastian groaned, his cock inflating easily; 
he'd already had a bit of a chub when he'd woken up. Sylvain entered another finger, prepping him with plenty 
of saliva Only once the young Dane began to beg did he finally push the head of his cock inside. 


"Who's the needy one now?" Sylvain teased as Bastian gasped. 


Pure, white hot pleasure. He gripped the counter and bit his lip. Sylvain grabbed his hips firmly as he moved 


within him. 


| might be needy, but you love to give me what | need, don't you?" Bastian asked over his shoulder. The air of 


sass in his voice earned him a smack on his ass. 


"Qui, mon ange. Je l'adore" 


Bastian grinned, arching his back. He loved hearing Sylvain speak in French when he was turned on. He'd always 
admired the language, but since knowing and dating Sylvain, he'd come to find it irresistibly sexy. He was 
learning some himself, but wasn't confident enough to use any of it in bed, yet. Sylvain would just giggle about 
it and correct him, though. 


The Frenchman leaned forward and sank his teeth into Bastian's bare shoulder. That elicited a surprised groan, 


which became louder when Sylvain snaked his hand around the Dane's waist to grab his cock 
"Yes yes yes" Bastian hissed. 


After satisfactorily marking up the drummer's skin, Sylvain navigated his mouth up his neck to his ear where 
he nibbled on it and spoke more dirty, nasty French. Bastian's eyes flew shut and he tried to calm himself, 
knowing it was going to be over before it barely started. But with his lover's hot breath in his ear, and with all 
the naughty things Sylvain was saying to him, he knew it was only downhill 


The two of them moved as one, becoming more desperate as they approached their unraveling. Sylvain stroked 


Bastian's dick in time with his thrusts, getting faster. Then, suddenly: 


"Je vais jouir! Sylvain panted. Bastian moaned happily as Sylvain's cock pulsed within him, filling him with jet 
after jet of cum. The guitarist dug his fingernails into Bastian's waist and shivered against him. "shit" He 
continued stroking Bastian's cock with his other hand, though his pace grew lazy. Bastian gripped his hand on 
top of his and guided him, squeezing tightly and easily tipping himself over the eage. 


"Shit" Sylvain exclaimed again, nearly collapsing against Bastian as his ass convulsed around his overly sensitive 
cock. The Dane coated their hands and the kitchen cabinet and floor in cum. By the end, his legs were shaking. 
Lovingly, Sylvain turned him around and kissed him sweetly. He felt adored in his older band mate's embrace, 
and in their afterglow, he reminisced fondly about the two years they'd been a couple. They'd been living back 


and forth between Denmark and France, and sometimes it was hard, but they'd never been happier. 

"Have you ever had shower coffee?" Bastian asked as they recovered. 

"Hmm..what?" Sylvain said, giving his boyfriend a perplexed look. 

"Shower coffee," Bastian repeated, as though it were obvious. When Sylvain appeared even more devastatingly 


confused, he giggled and said, "It's not actually a thing, | don't think. But | just meant maybe we could take our 
coffees into the shower together?" 


"Oh. Would that not be strange?" 


"| don't know. One of my Finnish friends told me they do a thing called ‘shower beer’ where they just drink beer 


in the shower." 
"Why would they do that?" 
"| don't know," Bastian shrugged, "probably because they're Finnish, | would imagine." 


They both giggled at that, and Sylvain picked up both coffee mugs, handing one to his lover. "Okay. Let us go 


have a shower coffee together then, oui” 


" Ou jf 


